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-——=|T WAS Christmas Eve, and an atmosphere of happiness 
I and good cheer pervaded the house where Peter lived. 
Peter was especially happy, because he was quite sure that 
5 8 || Santa Claus would bring a few of the things he most 
(RaQ wanted, and maybe some others, besides. 
Cao | Peter was put to bed before the usual time, so that he 
could get up early to see the things which were to be found in his stock- 
ing and on the tree. Peter always had atree. And to neglect to hang 
one’s stocking was the one great sin of omission. For where would 
Santa put the things that were not meant for the tree? 
Ass you may suppose, Peter was quite excited that Christmas Eve. 
He did so wish for Puck, because he wanted to know just how Santa 
got around to all of the houses in one night. Of course, Puck would 
be the one to ask. . 
After a while, Peter grew drowsy as he watched the wood in the 
fireplace take on many fantastic shapes as it burned to coals. Sud- 
denly, a shape that looked very much like Puck appeared among them. 
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Peter looked at it more closely, and sure enough, it was none other than 
Puck himself. 

Puck walked out of the fire. As he did so, he gradually grew 
larger. Peter watched him come dancing over and perch on the foot 
of the bed. 

“‘Merry Christmas to you!” sang Puck as he settled himself com- 
fortably upon the bedpost. ‘How do you happen to be in bed at this 
time?” 

““They put me to bed such a long time ago. And oh, I did so 
want to stay up!” Peter said this as though he had been very much 
abused. But you and I know better, and so, of course, did Puck. 
““Have you come to tell me a story? "Cause if you have, you must tell 
it low for nurse’s ears are very keen and she will hear us. Then she 
will put a stop to it.” 

“No,” said Puck, “I haven’t come to tell you a story, because I 
have to visit all the other boys and girls. I always do on Christmas 
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Eve. But I have brought something with me that you will find even 
more entertaining than my stories. See, I have brought some fairy dust 
to sprinkle into your eyes and ears, so that you can see your toys as 
they really are, and understand what they have to say.” And Puck 
sprinkled some of the fairy dust over Peter and disappeared. 

Almost immediately, Peter saw his old toys standing in a row be- 
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side his bed. There were the little woolly lamb, the rocking horse, a 
large, red, rubber ball, his fuzzy-tailed rabbit, and a large, impudent 
looking jack-in-the-box. Peter had his Teddy bear in bed with him. 

Peter could hardly believe his eyes, when he saw his toys standing 
there in a row. He was rather dazed at first, but after a bit he said to 
them, “What are you doing here? I thought I put you away in my 
play room, long ago.” 

The jack-in-the-box, because he looked more like a real person 
than did the rest of the toys, had been chosen as spokesman. 

He sprang upon the bed beside Peter and said, “Yes, you did 
put us away, long.ago, very long ago, indeed. What is more, you 
have almost forgotten us. We shall soon become mere pasteboard, 
wood, or rubber things. For it is only when we are thought of and 
played with that we live and have our individuality. We each have 


-, something to say in protest.” 


Then each toy took its turn in protesting against the sad state of 
affairs. First, the little woolly lamb spoke. 

“T am very sad,” said the lamb. “You have often left me out in 
the cold and rain. Part of my wool has come off and my once beauti- 
ful voice is nothing but an echo of what it was when I was new.” 
Here it gave a feeble “ba-a-a” in corroboration of the statement. 
“But I still love you, and I feel most miserable when neglected. Do 
try and remember me some:”” 

Next came the horse. He was less meek than the lamb, you may 
be sure. ‘““You whom I have taken to foreign lands, gone through 
battles with, ran races for, and done countless other things, have for- 
gotten me in a most shameful manner.”” Here he rocked himself vigor- 
ously to-and-fro. “‘I protest against such treatment.” 

Then the ball bounced clumsily upon the bed. “You see,” it 
said, “‘there is still some bounce left in me, even though you have neg- 
lected me lately. But I am growing quite feeble from want of 
exercise.” 

Last of all, the rabbit hopped slowly up beside Peter. “‘I, too, 
have suffered from lack of attention,” it said. “I am getting to feel 
like ie mere toy I was when your father bought me and | became 
useful. 

Peter looked at his toys for a moment. He was troubled, for he 
was fond of them, and did not like to hurt their feelings. But he was 
going to get some lovely new toys the next morning, toys that the 
biggish boys played with, such asa velocipede, a train of cars, and 
so on. He didn’t really know he was going to get them. But they 
were what he had asked for in his letter to Santa Claus. - 


“What shall I do about you?”’ he asked. “You see, I shall 
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have some new toys to play with tomorrow. I am very fond of you, 
but of course one does like the new things best.” 

Then jack-in-the-box again spoke for them all. “We quite un- 
derstand your preferring the new toys to us old ones. But we live only 
so long as we make some one happy. If, in return for the pleasure we 


have given you, you would give us to some less fortunate little boy than 
you are, we would be most grateful.” 
“Oh,” said Peter, ““Have you really been alive all this time?” 
“*Just so long as you think of us and need us,” said jack-in-the- 
box. “After that we become only painted toys, the same as we were 
in the toy shop. So, please let us make some one else happy.” 
Then the toys all seemed gradually to fade away, and Peter saw 
them no more. 
When Peter awoke in the morning, he went to look at all his new 
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toys that Santa had brought him. Peter found everything he had 
asked for, and more besides. You can’t think how happy he was. 

But he didn’t forget the message of the old toys. That after- 
noon, he took all of them, and some of his new ones (for he had so 
many), and gave them to some poor little boys who were not so 
fortunate as he. 

Then Peter went home and enjoyed his new toys. He felt very 
happy, not only because of his new playthings, but he had the satis- 
faction of knowing that he had made others feel that life was quite 
worth while, after all. 

Then, too, the jack-in-the-box, the little woolly lamb, the rocking 
horse, the ball, and the little white fuzzy-tailed rabbit lived happily 
and flourished in the love their new little masters gave them. 


Think a happy little thought, 
Think it all the day. 

Not a “‘fraid” will cross your path, 
Not a frown your way. 


Speak a pleasant little word 

To every one you meet; 
*T will add new beauty to the face, 
New graces to the feet. 


THE PHILOSOPHY OF A SIX-YEAR-OLD 


I’m a little minute in the big World’ s Clock ; 
I’m as busy as can be. 

My duties I do— 

Kind thoughts I unlock, 


For it’s minutes that count, you see. 


—Mrs. W. B. Morgan. 


=. ai f = 
ry 


WEE WISDOM 


DY, you see, some of the boys are wearing Peter 
Pan caps, and they seem to like them, too. One boy says 
we should be better able to fly now, since the cap has a 
feather in it. It will not be long until we all have one, then 
we will make some showing, will we not? Only a few 
| days until Christmas, and it will be easy to get subscrib- 
ers. Just show your copy to the mother of the boy or girl next door, 
and ask her if she doesn’t want to order Wee Wisdom for a Christmas 
present. This kind of a Christmas present keeps coming all through 
the year and is always new. Then, as you know, a cap will be sent 
to you. 

Now, you may wonder what that has to do with our regular 

_ monthly meeting. I'll tell you how it works in. We are to have a 
real Christmas frolic—what do you say? “Yes,” “Yes,” “Yes,” 
comes from a chorus of voices, “‘that is just the kind of a time we like.” 

**Joe, where do you think we should meet this time >” 

: “Unity farm, again; I saw a lot of Christmas trees growing out 
there.” 

““But we have had two parties out there already, and I think we 
should visit as many parts of the country as possible.” 

““Yes, but that is such a dandy place, right out in the woods and 
rocks and hills.” 

“All right; if that is what you prefer, we will meet there and 
see how much we can learn that will add to the Christmas spirit in our 
own homes. This time we will fly again, because Christmas interests 
all of us, and it will be easy to keep our attention upon it.” 

So, from all over the earth, here come the boys and girls of Peter 
Pan, and soon we are all together, planning our party. 

“What shall we do first?” 

“Choose the tree,” says Mary, and this is the first word we have 
had from the girls. Well, they are good at planning parties, and so we 
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start on our hunt for a Christmas tree. The canon is soon echoing 
with the shouts of happy boys and girls. : 

Listen! did you hear that shrill whistle> There it is again, fol- 
lowed by Leonard’s voice. What does he say? Oh yes, he is saying, 

“C-o-me h-e-re, e-v-e-r-y-b-o-d-y !” 

Following in the direction of the sound, we find ourselves sur- 
rounded by rocks, and right in the midst of them grows a great big 
cedar tree. 

“That is just the place for our Christmas party,” all agree. A 
beautiful place, and a wonderful tree. 

Did you notice just how we found this beautiful spot? You see, 
first we were interested, then we looked, then we listened, and then at 
the first encouraging sound, we followed in the direction from which 
the sound came. Do you know this is a great secret of success? We 
all want to succeed in doing great things in life, and, in a way, we are 
interested. But we need to become so interested that we look for them 
as though they were really possible. Then we need to listen down 
within ourselves for instruction as to how to get there. Next, when we 
find out, we must begin to act accordingly. 

Isn’t that the way the wise men did when they found the Christ 
child? First they were interested for many years, and were con- 
stantly looking forward to this great event. Finally, they saw the 
light, then they followed the light, and when they learned where they. 
would find the child, they went 
according to the instructions they 
received. Isn’t that just the way 
we do everything? If we will al- 
ways follow this method, we will 
find the Christ child in ourselves, 
and can accomplish all we wish. 

Now, let’s decorate the tree. 

Who has an idea? 

“T have,” says Joe. 

**All right, what is 

“Make some small holly 
wreaths and place a small candle 
in front of each,” like this: 

The candle should be set far 
enough out from the wreath to avoid setting it on fire. Then hang the 
wreaths in a row around the tree, on the longest limbs. These wreaths 
should be about three feet apart. Then put another row about half 
way to the top, and then one wreath clear at the tiptop. This last one 
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will have to be fastened by a stiff wire, as the small limbs at the top 
will not be strong enough to hold it. 
“*That is a splendid idea, Joe. Now who has another idea?” 
“Make long chains of cedar twigs, with little clusters of holly 
berries now and then, and string around between the wreaths,” says 
George. 


“That is a capital idea. You boys are just full of ideas.” 


Mary says, “No Peter Pan, let’s make the chains of popcorn; 
the white will show up so much better against the green.” 

““You are right, Mary, and besides, it will be such a lot of fun to 
pop the corn over a camp fire.” 

‘And why not tie the ends of the chain to the wreaths with red 
ribbon?” Is that what you said, Lillian? That is grand. It will give 
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color to the tree and make it more cheerful. Trust the girls to think of 
ribbons and such. Now, with the ideas of boys and girls together, we 
have a much prettier tree than though just boys or just girls had done it. 

How true it is, that when we let others come into our good times, 
the better times we have. We can’t be alone in this world, so let’s let 
everybody in on our parties, and we will have such a happy time. 
Really, the best part of a good time is in sharing it. But now it is 
getting dusk, so while part of us finish decorating the tree, some of you 
gather nuts over there, under those hickories, and the rest of you bring 


some wood and build up a fire, there in the big crack in the rock. 

After a long evening around the camp-fire and tree, eating nuts, 
apples, candy, telling stories and playing games, we feel so full of 
happiness that we just love everybody. Then, every boy and every 
girl, loaded with good things until they look like thousands of Santa 
Clauses, fly back home to see that everyone else has some of the good 
we have had. 
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Chapter VI. 

HE gray old boards soon gave way beneath the strokes of 
Old John’s hatchet, the rusty hinges grated harshly as the 
door swung back. Patricia was eager and impatient to see 

® || inside, but Fay sat on the step with a deep frown on her 

face. ““What nonsense was this to which she had con- 
| sented!” 

The door was open, but the dust and darkness inside were so 
thick that Old John decided the window boards should come off also, 
or the foul smelling mold and dampness would overpower them. Off 
came more boards and up went windows, and sooner than it takes to 
tell, the sunshine and warm, sweet air were racing through the old 
cottage rooms, purifying and cleansing. 

Dust was thick on walls and floor and furniture, but through the 
dust one could see the faded roses in the carpet, the rose figured paper 
on the walls, and the reds and blues and greens of the books on the 
shelves of the bookcase. 

Fay had not entered the house but was looking toward the door- 
way, where she could just catch a glimpse of the bookcase, when 
down the lane came a small, flying figure, which seemed a cross be- 
tween fairy and Gypsy! Short black hair flying in the breeze, eyes 
ablaze with excitement and dark face with glowing cheeks the shade 
of a deep pink rose, gave the little figure the air of having belonged to 
some dream or fairy story which had been wholly impossible but al- 
together delightful! Under her arm she carried a book with careful 
attention, in spite of her flying feet and hair. Fay wondered she had 
not tripped over her hanging shoe lace or why the hair ribbon had not 
been lost, instead of clinging so dangerously to the tip end of the 
tumbled “‘topknot.””. The child, apparently, had not a thought for 
anything but her book and the object upon which she was bent. 
Breathlessly she ran through the gate and scarcely pausing to con- 
sider Fay, hopped upon the porch. “Pat told me you were going in 
this old house, and I want to see if there are some books. Old John’s 
wife told me there used to be such a stack of books in this place I never 
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could read them all! I don’t believe her, ‘cause I could read a world 
full of books, but I want to see, just the same.” 
wait a minute, child!”” exclaimed Fay, “‘who are you?” 
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“Oh, I’m Mary, Pat’s sister, and she told me all about you at 
lunch. Avre there books in there>”’ pointing toward the door. 

“There used to be,” answered Fay, arising and going toward 
the door, “‘shall we go and see>?”’ 

The child took her hand and gaily led the reluctant woman 
through the door and straight to the dusty book shelves. “Oh Joy! 
Lookie here! And here, see what I’ve found! Oh, I read that a year 
ago, but have you read that? Do you remember the fairy and the 
good wishers? Here’s a school reader; wonder if it’s like mine.” 

Patricia returned from her tour of inspection, and seeing the two 
before the bookcase announced, “There are no shadows, Miss Fay; 
I guess the sun chased them all away.” Then catching sight of Mary’s 
tumbled hair, she exclaimed, “Mary, aren’t you ashamed to come 
down here looking like that! Your hair’s all mussed up, and see your 
shoes! Mummie’d scold you good, if she saw you?” 

“T don’t care,” answered saucy Mary with a toss of her head; 
“T don’t care for anything but just looking at these books. See, Pat, 
isn’t this a lovely book? I’m going to read it, right this minute.” 

Mary was deep in the book of her choice, even before her sen- 
tence was finished. Fay had taken down a book full of wonderful 
pictures, and as she looked over the pages, it seemed to Pat that the 
clear gray eyes held tears, but they were happy tears. Fay sat down 
upon the dusty old couch and Pat curled up at her side; together they 
turned each leaf, and together they marveled over the color and design. 
Neither spoke very often, and when they did it was with hushed voices, 
as though they were glad and sad at the same time. Old John had 
gone, and the place was very still, with only the sound of bird notes 
outside and the soft breathing of the three book lovers inside. 

Suddenly the factory whistle disturbed the silence, and both 
children got to their feet. “Mummie makes us come home just as 
soon’s the whistle blows. Good-by, Miss Fay, we'll be back in the 
morning.” 

Away they went, while Fay watched them down the lane. The 
sun was beginning to decline and the birds were busy with their last 
meal, as Fay slowly drew down the windows and closed the doors. 
She stood a moment on the steps considering. Should she go on the 
evening train, join her friends at the fashionable summer resort, as she 
had planned, or should she send a wire, recall her trunk and spend a 
few weeks here in the home of her childhood? Far up the lane she 
could still catch a glimpse of Patricia’s little pink sunbonnet fluttering 
in the breeze and could see Mary’s blue hair bow still clinging, in spite 
of all laws of gravitation, to the tip end of her “‘topknot.” 
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“My little child-self and my little book-self, both come back 


after all these years—or no, I have come back to them! They were 
not lost, as I have thought, but I simply went away and left them, and 
they have been faithful and have waited for me. It’s only a fancy, of 
course, but I have a feeling that things like that do happen, sometimes.” 
With a gay laugh at her own imagination, she crossed the meadow 
and arrived at Old John’s cottage just in time for supper. 


(To be continued.) 


(1) Supply the same letter to each unfinished word and make a com- 
plete sentence. 


Earn ife’s itte essons and in ife’s arger essons exce. 


(2) Can you read Wee Wisdom’s Christmas greeting to her Wees? 
MerrychristmastotheweesmaytheSpiritofpeaceandgoodwillabidein 
yourheartsandbringyoueveryblessing. 


(3) Some gifts from the Christmas tree. 


1. A letter of the alphabet, plus a girl’s name, plus the same 
letter. 


2. What a dog’s tail does and a preposition. 
3. A part of the body, a mongrel dog, the heads of Indian tribes. 
4. A part of the body, and a word meaning to make fast or 


secure. 


5. To miss one’s foothold, and what a cat does when you 
stroke it. 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 
(1) This problem is easily solved if you will hold it before the 
looking glass. 

(2) 1. .Sp-in-ach, 2. B-raised-on-I-on-S (braised onions), 3. 


Macar-on-I. 
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DOLLY'S UNION SUIT 


As my Dolly is to be the model for this sewing class, I think you 
will all be glad to know something about her. She is a blond with 
pretty blue eyes and soft, wavy, golden hair. She is 12!/y inches tall. 
Her body measures 6 inches around, and her arm length, from the pit 
to the tip of the fingers, measures 3!/7 inches. Her head is 914 inches 
in circumference. 

She is a lovable and well behaved dolly. I leave her alone all day, 
while I go out to attend to 
my duties, and she never frets 
or cries. She always greets 
me with a sweet smile of wel- 
come when I come home. 

But there is sometimes a look 

of sadness in her pretty eyes, 

and as I am a good mother 

to my Dolly, I have thought 

and thought about that sad 

look, and I have sought dili- 

gently for the possible cause 

of it. I have just discovered that she wants to be named, to have a real 
name all her own, and not to be known as “just Dolly;” so I have 
decided to ask the Busy Sunbeams to suggest a name for her. I am 
sure that you all know a name that will suit, so please send it in at 
once, and we will select one for her. 
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Since we are Wee Wis- 
doms as well as Busy Sun- 
beams, it is well for us to 
practice Divine Order in all 
that we think and do; there- 
fore, in making Dolly’s 
clothes, we will begin with 
the garment that is put on 
next to the skin, which is a 
union suit or a teddy. 

We know that everything 
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that we think and do is based 
upon ideas in Divine Mind, 
so it will be interesting in 
these lessons to associate the 
garments we make, and the 
tools and material we use in 
making them, with ideas or 
thoughts. 

The material of which the 
garment is made represents 
ideas; the scissors we will 
liken to thoughts, because it 
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is that with which we shape the material (ideas) ; the needle and the 
thread stand for wisdom and love; the needle (wisdom) goes before 
and makes it possible for the thread (love) to hold the garment to- 
gether and to make it strong and complete. 

“Love . . . is the fulfillment of the law,” and is necessary to 
happiness, just as thread is necessary in making a garment. 

Making the garment: The pattern will show you how to cut 
the garment. Cut the pattern out of paper. If your doll is larger than 
Dolly, make the pattern larger than the one given here. If she is 
smaller, make the pattern smaller. Measure your pattern on your doll, 
before cutting into your material. When you have cut a pattern the 
right size, place it on the material; pin it in place; see that pattern and 
cloth are both smooth; cut around the pattern, as you learned to do 
in the first lesson. Remember to place the parts of the garment to- 
gether in such a way that.the notches will match exactly; baste, to 
keep the parts in place, then sew them firmly, using the running stitch. 
When the seams are sewed, turn the garment right side out, and fold 
the seams together. Then sew a second seam. This makes what is 
called a French seam. Be sure to make all seams as narrow as you can 
and to keep them straight. See sketches | and 2. 

Finish the bottom, the arms’ eyes, the neck and placket with the 
edge stitch you learned in the last lesson, making the stitches very close 
together, and first turning the edge, as shown in sketch 3. 

Join the bottom at the points indicated by the X. Sew a length 


of tape or string at each side of the neck, to fasten the garment to- 
gether. 


CHRISTMAS EVERY DAY 


% % 


Glad Christmas comes but once a year, 
The merry yuletide saying runs; 

But Christmas in the heart, my dear, 

Will keep its place from year to year 
Through winter’s frosts and summer’s suns. 


HAPPY THOUGHT 


The world is so full of a number of things, 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 


Prince Happyhop gave cheer 
fo all his people far and near. 


Ge sent his herald out to call 
The youngs and youngers to his hall. 


With banners streaming from their raps, 
The winsome maids and sturdy chaps 
in leathern coats and wooden shoes, 
Crooped on the way by ones and twos. 
They filled the air with laugh and song, 
And shouted, as they came along. 


The castle of Prince Happyhop 
Was built upon a mountain top. 
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The Prince, with Princess Gladandgood, 
Bretore the gate in welrome stood. 
Attendants many also spoke 
A pleasant worad(to all the folk. 


Then, when the greetings had been said 
And blessings poured upon earh head, 
Che Prince cried, “Youngs, rome on with me, 
And let us find the Christmas tree. 
Squire Jollyjump will be our guide; 
We'll search the sumuy mountain side 
Hor tallest cedar ever seen, 
With longest boughs of spicy’green.” 


Away they went into the wood, 
And gentle Princess Gladandgoond 
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Brew all the youngers through the gate 
Che searching party to await. 


Che holly on the walls they hung, 
And mistletoe from rafters swung; 
A feast she showed them how to make, 
@E bread and milk and dainty rake. 


Chey heaped the fireplace till its light 
Beamed out upon the sparkling night. 
Before the first great log had burned 
Che happy searchers had returned. 
And then the tree by Prince and Squire 
: Was set before the cheery fire. 
With siluer threads they Draped 
Strung golden ballstfrom tip 
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its tapers, blazing clear and high, 
®@utshone the star host in the sky. 


The Prince brought forth the Princess sweet, 
Go lead the dance; and many feet 
Doined in the mirth of that glad time; 
They danced to harp, they danced to rime. 
Squire Jollyjump danced all alone, 
Che courtiers danced before the throne, 
Che youngs and youngers danced around, 
Where space for dancing could be found. 


A week they feasted, Danced and sang; 
Cheir laughter through the rastle rang. 
And when had closed the Christhuas week, 
Che guests set out their homes to seek. 
With words of kinduess parted they f 
Until the next good Chrishnas day. 


Y 


9 


2 
Lyra, or Lyre. 
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THE STORY OF THE LYRE 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


N TIMES past, two great nations, the Greek and the 
I Roman, believed that the world was ruled by many gods. 
Nearly all of the constellations, and some of the stars, have 


& || been named after a god, a goddess, or a hero, of whom 


those people told some wonderful story. Out of these 
| stories, we have the naming of the constellation called 


Mercury, son of the great god Jupiter, while playing on the sea- 


. 


shore one day, found a tortoise shell. Of this shell, he made a harp 
by stretching strings from side to side. On the harp he made sweet 
music. But Mercury had played a trick on Apollo, the god of music, 


and to make his peace with the of- 
fended god, Mercury gave the harp 
to him. Orpheus was a young musi- 
cian who lived on earth. Apollo 
loved Orpheus, and sent him the harp 
which Mercury had made. On this 
instrument Orpheus made such won- 
derful, such thrilling music that birds 
and men, and even trees and rocks 
were charmed by the sweet strains. 
Orpheus loved Eurydice, and 
as his devotion to her increased he 
came to neglect his music. This dis- 
pleased Apollo; he, being a god, 
had power over mortals, so he sent 
Eurydice in the world of departed 


spirits, the world called Hades, ruled over by Pluto. 


Orpheus began a search for Eurydice, taking the lyre with him. 


When he came before the king of Hades, he played so persuasively 
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the brightest stars in all the sky. 


18 WEE WISDOM 


that Pluto agreed to let Eurydice return to the upper world, on the 
condition that Orpheus would not look at her until they had quitted 
the realm of Hades. Orpheus forgot the terms of the contract, and 
just as they had all but gained the security of the upper world, he 
looked back at Eurydice, to see if she were indeed coming. 

Because her lover broke his word to Pluto, the lady had to re- 
main in the land of shades. So Orpheus lost her. Later, when he had 
also left the world, Apollo took the lyre back and set it among the stars. 

Lyra is a small but bright constellation, lying just beyond the 
head of the Dragon. In this group is the splendid star Vega, a very 
large star, said to be possibly a hundred times the size of our sun. 
Vega sends out bluish white rays of great brilliancy, and is one of 


“IN A MINUTE” 
JANE BELNAP (age 12) 


There was once a pretty little girl named Adria, who was loved 
by everybody that knew her, because she was so kind, sweet and un- 
selfish. But she was not perfect, for she possessed one great failing 
which was this: Whenever asked to do a favor, she would heedlessly 
reply, “In a minute,” and then would be quite likely to run out and 
play, forgetting all about it. 

On account of this fault, her parents would sometimes nicknamie . 
her, “Little In a Minute.” Adria was well aware of her shortcoming, 
and tried to overcome it with God’s help, but she would repeat her old 
phrase, “In a minute,” and then would forget so often, that she 
thought maybe God had not heard her prayer; but I think maybe she 
‘was not quite earnest enough in her request to him. 

One day, late in November, when the frosty winds were sighing 
through the bare boughs of the trees, and everybody felt as if his own 
fireside was the place for him on such a day, Adria and her mamma 
and grandmamma sat before a crackling wood fire. Adria, who had 
just learned to read, being almost eight years old, was engrossed in the 
November number of Wee Wisdom, while grandmamma and mamma 
knitted and talked. Suddenly grandmamma looked up from her 
work and remarked, “I feel a draught, which I think is coming from 
that partly open door. Adria, my dear, would you please close it?” 
“In a minute, Grandmamma,” she replied dreamily, still looking 
through the interesting pages of Wee Wisdom. I regret to say that, as 
usual, she forgot what had been said to her, and also her promise of 
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closing the door “in a minute.”” Grandmamma said nothing further, 
and her unmeaningly heedless grandchild read on. 

Adria never quite knew how it happened, because it was all over 
in a moment. Brother George’s pet cat had quietly sneaked in 
through that partly opened door, and noticing the gilt cage wherein 
Adria kept her clever and beautiful mocking bird, sprang onto the 
table where the cage stood, knocked it over and seized poor Twitter, 
the beloved bird, and had killed the frightened creature in a second, 
carrying it out of the room in his mouth. 

With a cry of anguish mingled with deep repentance, Adria 
darted forward, but too late. The culprit with his prey had escaped, 
and Adria fell sobbing into mamma’s comforting arms. 

“T am very sorry this happened, my little girl, but had you only 
heeded grandmamma’s request, Twitter would still be caroling cheer- 
fully. Perhaps you have learned a lesson from Twitter’s death, and 
I hope you will never say ‘In a minute’ to a request again.” 

I think God forgave Adria for her folly and heedlessness, be- 


cause she was never heard to reply, “In a minute,” again. 


GIVE THE BIRDS THE CRUMBS 


You should save every crumb till the little birds come, 
To your back yard to search for their rations; 

For when wintry winds come you can give the birds some, 
While you're sending great stores to the nations. 


When the chilly blasts blow o’er the cold winter’s snow, 
How can these feathered friends find a living? 

From the back door, you know the crumbs you can throw; 
Give these friends just “‘a bit’ while you’re giving. 


To be sure there’s no crown and you can win no renown, 
When you give birds the crumbs from your table; 

But the Lord will not frown with the snow coming down, 
When you give these true friends what you're able. 


There are just such a few of the feathered tribe who 
Choose to stay through the bleak winter season; 

So friends ought to strew the crumbs, though but few, 
For such kindness each heart knows the reason. 


—E. A. Woodward, in “The Watchword.” 


NOTICE 
The date of publication of Wee Wisdom has been changed, and 


hereafter this magazine will reach its readers on the 10th of each month. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 

Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. —_— 


T HAS been some months since I have been with you, but 
my heart has been here, so I know you were not lonesome. 
Santa will be coming soon with his reindeer, or aero- 
plane, or whatever he uses to get about in. Did you ever 
stop to think just what Christmas means? It is the annivers- 
ary of the birth of the child Jesus, and it is more than that. 
It is the time of year when the sun, which through all the fall has been 
going farther and farther away, begins to come back again. From 
this, we know Christmas as being a time when we give gifts and do 
loving deeds for those about us, because we wish to show how happy 
we are that God has given us the Christ, and the sun, and all the bless- 
ings we have. The Christmas remembrance should not be given be- 
cause we feel we should give, but it should be a symbol of the love we 
feel for the one to whom we give it. It is not the value of the gift that 
counts; the love we give with the gift is precious. We should at this 
time look about and see what kindnesses we can do for those near us 
who do not realize that God is their bounty and that they are his chil- 
dren. We should make them happy by little gifts and kind deeds. 
The Senior Boosters have again organized at Unity, with Earnest 
Baltzell, who is now here in Kansas City, and Robert Waterman, at 
the head. With these two stalwart Truth students boosting, there 
should be a wonderful club. Mr. Howard Colby, of New Jersey, 
who is also here, is going to work with the Boosters. 
How do you all like the art work which Rick is doing for Wee 
Wisdom? He draws all the pictures, and is certainly putting his 
heart into our magazine. Let’s give three cheers for Rick! 
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Well, folks, I must say goodby. I shall try to be with you regu- 
larly hereafter. RoyYAL. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have really come to Kansas City to live! I 


am so happy about it. I have just finished another story, which I am send- 
ing. I am busy with so many other things that I haven’t much time to write, 
but I take advantage of what I have. I can scarcely believe I am here, and 
feel as if I am in Marianna now, and:am only asleep, dreaming a happy 
dream, from which I shall not awaken. In Arkansas we had about two 
acres of ground and a large house; here we (mother and I) have one small 
room at the Hotel Tracy, just across from Unity. Att first it seemed rather 
a small place to live in, but I, trying to be funny, divided the room into 
several sections. This has kept us laughing, and laughter you know makes 
one fat. I should like for some of the Boosters to write to me, or better still, 
come to seeme. My address is 912 Tracy Ave. Yours in Truth, 
Dorothy Blount. 
We may not have room for Dorothy’s story this month, but you 
all know what good stories she writes, and can look forward to a treat. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—How I wish you could have been with us at the 
Hallowe’en party which we had on the evening of October 31! It was 
fine. We had the party in the new wing of the Unity Building, and every 
one came en masque. Royal makes a fine entertainer, and is just a big 
Booster himself. Rick, the artist, made some cute lanterns with witches 
and cats on, and the ceiling was strung with autumn leaves, which gave 
the room the appearance of outdoors. There were all kinds of good things 
to eat, and some splendid games, and even fortune tellers. And say! Did 
you ever have a marshmallow race? Royal put a marshmallow in the 
center.of a string about a yard long, and a Booster on either end of the 
string, and the object was to see who could chew the string and get to the 
marshmallow first. Try it some time. I am still progressing very nicely in 
my school work; and I have a new job now in the Unity telephone office, 
which I attend to at night. I manage the switchboard; I can do that, and 
get my lessons between times. Unity is progressing as fast as ever, and | 
think we shall have a new Inn next summer. Don’t you think Wee Wis- 
dom looks fine in her new dress? More anon. Your fellow Booster, 
Earnest Balizell. 
We feel that Earnest is a great addition to the Unity force, and 
one would scarcely recognize in him now the boy who arrived some- 
thing over a month ago. We think he must have been inspired by 


Royal’s size, the way he is expanding. We are for Earnest, every 
time! 
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St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou just arrived a few days ago, and I have 
read you all through, and certainly have enjoyed everything from cover to 
cover. I have worked the first puzzle, but no others. I have sent you two 
stories, and am now sending my third. I hope I am in time for the Christ- 
mas number. I certainly enjoyed Earnest Baltzell’s story, and I always 
enjoy his letters. I also like the “Little Gray House at the End of the 
Lane.” I should like very much to have some of the Wees write to me. 
My address is 4029A McPherson.- Iona Brodbeck. 

Your story is in the hands of the editorial department, Iona, so the 
Booster Department cannot say whether it has been accepted or not. 
But we know you will not be discouraged, even if it is not published 
this month, and that you will be inspired to write a better one next time. 
Your stories are all good, but remember the Young Authors’ depart- 
ment has room for only short stories. 

Just as Wee Wisdom is ready to go to press, requests come from 
Eileen Howell, Boise, Idaho; Kenneth Granger, Marcus, Wash.; 
Anna Ellison, Meeker, Colo., and Fannie Cheek, Little Rock, Ark., to 
be admitted to the Booster Club. We are glad you got here before the 
- doors were closed, fellow Boosters. 


What do you think! Ida E. Case, Route 6, Flint, Mich., is the 
only one of the Boosters to put “‘Merry Christmas” in her letter! We 
know you all wish each other the merriest of Christmases, and we 
know, too, that because your letters were written so long before, you 
probably all forgot that they were for the Christmas number of Wee 
Wisdom; so right here and now we'll extend a “Merry Christmas” 
wish to every Booster, from every other Booster. 


Here is a prayer for Audrey Van Pelt, to help her in her studies: 
““God knows every thing through me. His Wisdom makes all my les- 
sons easy and plain.” 

Laura Thorsteinson, of Point Roberts, Wash., would like to hear 
from some of the Boosters. 

Moina May Caldwell, of Middletown, Mo., writes to tell us how 
she loves Wee Wisdom, and to send her traveling expenses for another 
year. 


Florence Vining, of San Jose, Cal., 397 S. Fifth Street, would 
like to correspond with some of the Boosters. She also recommends 
“*Jessica’s First Prayer,” and “‘Jessica’s Mother,” as good books for 
Wees to read. 

Long Beach, Cal. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I should like to become a Booster; I want you to 
please send me a pin, that I may never forget to speak Truth. I am very 


; 
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glad Wee Wisdom has grown. There are so many helpful stories in it 
now. Your loving reader, Marjorie Alice Miller. 
The three wise monkeys will always help you to speak Truth, 


Marjorie, and they will help you to live it as. well. They are trusty 
little helpers. 
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Togo, Sask., Canada. 

Dear Wees—Mother returned from town yesterday with Wee Wis- 
dom, and as always, I was very glad to get it. I do love the puzzles. Will 
you please accept the enclosed love offering to pay Wee Wisdom’s travel- 
ing expenses to the homes of other boys and girls? Every child should 
know about Wee Wisdom. It scatters sunshine wherever it goes. I think 
some day Ethel Biddle will be a poet, and Mary Newlin an artist. Your 
loving reader, Florence Wager. 

Wee Wisdom returns thanks for the offering, Florence, and she 
will gladly visit the home of some other little boy or girl with your 
traveling expenses, and try to bring to them her message of Truth. 

Margaret Reese, of Mississippi City, Miss., wants the Boosters to 
help her overcome the habit of criticizing and seeing faults in others. 
Let’s all join her in a little prayer like this: “Only the good is true, 
and I behold only the good in all people and all things.” 

Bert Van Zuilecoem comes all the way from West Australia to 
join the Boosters. He also sends for a pin. We give you a hearty 
welcome, Bert, and trust you will write and tell us something about 
your far-away country, some of these days. 

Irene Washburn, of Atlanta, N. Y., wants the Boosters to unite 
with her in a healing prayer for her mother. We all know for your 
mother, Irene, that ““God is her health, she can’t be sick.” 

Right on the heels of Irene’s letter comes one from Evelyn Bjork- 
man, of Tacoma, Wash., telling of how healing thoughts were held for 
her mother, and how she is now healed; so you see, fellow Boosters, 
our beautiful words of Truth work. We are very glad to enroll 
Evelyn in the Booster Club. 


Carl J. Ferguson, R. 5, Box 31, Boonville, N. Y., would like to 
hear from some other members of the Booster Club. 

Wee Wisdom received a letter from James Evans, asking for 
further information about the Hallowe’en costumes, but he did not give 
his full address so we could not write to him. Always be sure that 
your full address is written plainly. 

Lillian Conkling, of Madera, Cal., asks us to pray for her that 
she may succeed in her school work. Remember, Lillian, all the wis- 
dom of the one Mind is open to you, and when you say the “Prayer 
of Faith,” you are to believe every word you say. This will help you. 
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More Boosters arriving in Kansas City! You all know Dorothy 
Blount, who has written such charming stories for us? She is now 
living just across the street from Unity, and will be one of the loyal 
Unity Booster Band. She would like to correspond with other 
Boosters. 

Leroy Jacobson, of Minneapolis, Minn., is still another new mem- 
ber. He also says he is going to be a third degree member of the Peter 
Pan Club and earn a cap. 

Will Margaret Lucille, who wrote the following verse, tell us her 
last name? She has written it so close to the edge of the page that we 
cannot read it. She composed this poem herself : 


It is nearly Christmas, 
The birthday of our Lord, 
And if we keep the Truth in mind 


Great will be our reward. 


Sheridan, Mont. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me twice, and I am always 
glad to see you. I like Peter Pan and the story of the “Little Gray 
House,” and I also think the stories in the Young Authors’ Department 
are fine. I always read them. I should love to hear from some of the 
Boosters, and I should also like to join the club. I like the colors, object, 
motto and pin. Your loving reader, Lula A. Miller. 

You are now a member of the Booster Club, Lula, and we can 
tell from your letter that you will be a real booster of all that is good 
and true. 

Westmont, P. Q., Canada. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister Celeste and I have had you visit us 
for three months, and we are as fond of you as if you had visited us for 
three years. My aunt, living in Hastings, Neb., introduced you, and she 
said she was sure we should come to love you. My aunt is a Christian 
Scientist, but I am not. I am a Methodist, but in spite of my religion I 
enjoy reading the Booster letters. My sister is a Booster, and in this letter 
I am asking you if you will also enroll me. I am sending you a little story 
which I wrote for the Young Authors’ Department, and I hope you will 
consider it worthy of a place with the others. “Two years ago my father 
gave me a typewriter for a Christmas present, and he also taught me how 
to use it. I cannot use it perfectly yet, but I used it for my storiette, and I 
trust you will find it legible. With love to you and all the Boosters, 


Jane Belnap. 
Good for Jane! She certainly believes in standing by her colors. 
Weare proud and happy to have her as a member of the Booster Club. 
Let us hear from you again, Jane. 
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Alice J. Greenslade, Undercliffe, Colo., writes for membership, 
and asks that some of the Boosters write to her. 


Our membership list is growing. Here is Harold Jack, from 
Bremerton, Wash., who says that he would like to be a Booster. 


Here’s another new member—Lois Grieger, of San Francisco. 
Lois and two of her playmates are going to form a Booster Club. Let 
us say, “Success to you.” 

Millers Falls, Mont. 

Dear Royal—I am a little girl of ten years, and I am writing for mem- 
bership in the Booster Club. I think Wee Wisdom is a beautiful book for 
any child to take. I like the Peter Pan stories very much, and the “Little 
Gray House,” too. I am making a quilt like the one in Wee Wisdom, and 
I am trying every day to overcome evil and do all the good I can. I should 
like to write to some of the Boosters. I am going to buy a Booster pin too— 
will you tell me how much they cost? We all enjoy Wee Wisdom. My 
mother reads it to my little sister and me, after we go to bed at night. 
Lovingly, Althea Priscilla Long. 

The Booster pins are now twenty-five cents, Althea. Your letter 
shows that you are learning to be a true Booster, which makes us very 


glad. 


Here is a new member from England, and she would like to cor- 
respond with some of the Boosters. Her address is a long one, but we 
trust it will not daunt the Wees, and that some of them will write to 
her. Her name is Daphne M. Boddy, Sorrento, Wood Lane, Ruislip, 
Middx, England. If you could see how beautifully Daphne has writ- 
ten her letter, you would all want to correspond with her. 

Bernice Hoisington, of Spokane, Wash., has made a wonderful 
discovery! She says “I have found out that I should let out some of 
the joy which is in me.” Bless you, Bernice! What a lot of joy you 
can turn loose in this old world of ours. She would like to know if 
there are any Boosters living near her in Spokane. Her address is N. 
1601 Atlantic Street. 

Los Angeles, Cal. 

Dear Royal—My thoughts turn to you and the Booster kids, this 
being Sunday, and I thought I would remind you of me, by a line. We 
have a dandy little white colonial bungalow in Hollywood, and I want to 
tell you that the latch string hangs on the outside to anybody from Unity. 
I am getting on fine in school, and every morning before I go, Aunt Cedy 
and I have a silence, and I give a talk to her upon whatever subject comes 
to me. It helps both of us to make the Truth practical, and believe me, I 
depend upon it for my understanding in all my lessons. It makes the way 
both easy and sure. I shall miss the kids at Unity, but then I know that 
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we are all together in Spirit. I send a California sunbeam to all the Wees, 
and I remain one of their comrades. William Wallace Cardwell. 


William has given his fellow Boosters some splendid advice on 
how to get their lessons easily. We have all enjoyed your letter, 
William. Write again. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I have heard a great deal about the Boosters, and 
have also read some of their letters in Wee Wisdom. I think I should like 
to join, if I may. I should like to write some stories for the Young Authors’ 
Department. I am on the pay roll in the Unity Bindery, and am doing my 
best. I should like to go with the Boosters on their trips. Yours truly, 

Robert H. Waterman. 

Welcome to the club, Robert! We shall expect to see you at all 
the Booster meetings and gatherings, hereafter. 

Pelham, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Please send us four Booster pins. We have 
five in our Truth class—two girls named Gladys (I call them “Glads”), 
Ethel, Harry and Doris. We've learned Henry Drummond’s “Spectrum 
of Love” and the poem, “Love is gentle, Love is sweet,” from Wee Wis- 
dom. “Love never faileth,” is our motto. is month being a “thank 
you” month, we shall tell each other all we’ve thought of to be grateful for. 
Also, we'll have a little sewing lesson to make our dollies some quilts for 
their Christmas presents. Our hearts are full of joy for the blessings Wee 
Wisdom brings to us. We enjoy the story of the “Little Gray House,” 
and are waiting eagerly for the next number. We are all between five and 
six years, and have lots of fun going on the car to school together, and play- 
ing in the afternoons. Sincerely, Dorothy M. Stone (teacher). 

This is a splendid report, and we should like to know the name 
of your club. May it live long and prosper. 


Minneapolis, Minn. 
_Dear Mr. Royal—Recently the children in the girls’ class of the 
Society of Applied Christianity expressed the desire to join the Booster 
Club, and they wished me to write you and find just what was required of 
those who become members. We chose the name “Little Helpers,” and we 
intend to live up to our name. The Sunday School at the Calhoun Com- 
mercial Club, is a very live organization, and every child is a booster for 
the work. The Sunday School-had a Hallowe’en party, and a most enjoy- 
able time was had by the members who attended. We intend to have 
get-to-gether parties often, and thus become better acquainted with each 
other. We will try to be the “‘livest” group of Boosters to be found any- 

where. Yours in Truth, Winnie Morgan Malcolm. 


Doesn’t this letter make you feel like saying “Hurrah for the 
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Little Helpers>’’. We can easily see that, with this spirit, the Little 
Helpers will turn out to be big helpers, right away. Under separate 
cover, we are sending instructions for starting your club. 


Washington, D. C. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You we visited me for more than a year, and 
I like you very much. Our -governess has paid your traveling expenses for 
us. She also introduced “Wee Wisdom’s Way” to us. We say all the nice 
prayers from Wee Wisdom, which help us very much. I should like to be a 
Booster and am enclosing money for a pin. My little sister is also going to 
be a Booster. We study French and English at home. We have been at 
the seashore for two months, now. Oh, how we love the sea and the won- 
derful shells, fish and plants that the waves bring in and leave on the 
beach! I think we are-going to Europe in the Spring. I shall write to 
you from there, too. I should like to know some other Booster in Wash- 
ington. Lovingly yours, Patricia Coffin. 
Wee Wisdom is happy to have you on her visiting list, Patricia, 
and you may be sure we shall be on the lookout for that promised letter 
from Europe. You will have many interesting things to tell. 


Owatonna, Minn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am going to write and tell you about my new 
home. I live in Minnesota now, and am attending a country school, and | 
must say it is a new thing for me, for I never attended a country school 
before. I like it though, and it is easier than a town school. We have a 
beautiful home here. The 
house is big and white and 
square, with three large rooms 
downstairs and four upstairs. 
The barn is a big red one, and 
there is also a granary, chicken a! 
house, hog house, and corn SG Li 
crib. The wind mill is fifty ae 
feet high. I have a little red 
calf, and a Flemish Giant rabbit. My rabbit is digging his hole for the 
winter, I guess. He is down about four or five feet now. He dug a hole 
once before, and I thought he was digging it for the winter, but he dug out of 
his pen. We had quite a chase to get him again. Then we moved his 
‘hutch and he has remained safely in it ever since. Last Sunday we let him 
run about the lawn. He liked to get the exercise, and you should have 
seen him jump and kick for joy. I am enclosing twenty-five cents for a 
Booster pin. Yours in Truth, Clarence L. Peters. 


This is a splendid letter Clarence has written us. We are glad 
to add his name to our list, and we trust he will write again. 
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Lesson |1, DECEMBER 14, 1919. 


AT THE TRIAL AND CRUCIFIXION OF JESUS.—John 
18:15-27, 19:25-27. 


GoLDEN TEXT—God so loved the world that he gave his only 
son that we might have eternal life. 


In this lesson we find Jesus bound and brought into the court to 
be tried for his life. John, the beloved disciple, had followed Jesus 
into the court room, but Peter remained on the outside, because he 
was unwilling to be known. Finally John, thinking Peter might be 
cold, sent for him to come into the room where it was warm, and Peter 
probably did not want to come. The girl who had charge of the 
door let him in, and as she did so she asked him if he, too, was a dis- 
ciple of Jesus. Now, Peter was ashamed of his Lord, so he denied 
him before the room full of people. This must have made Jesus feel 
very sorry. ‘Three times during the trial, Peter denied Jesus, and 
each time the cock could be heard crowing. The last time Peter de- 
nied his Lord, their eyes met across that big room full of people, and 
Peter thought all at once of the many wonderful times he and Jesus 
had had together, and he was ashamed. He drew his cloak about him, 
and rushed, weeping, from the room. The people decided that Jesus 
should be crucified, and so he was given his cross to carry, and with 
multitudes of people following, he was led up the hill to the spot 
where he was to be nailed to the cross. Do you not suppose Peter felt 
very sad, looking upon Jesus on the cross, and feeling that he could 
never be forgiven? But he could! Peter had another chance, as 
you will learn in the next lesson. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
What does this lesson teach us? To be loyal always to the high- 


28 
i, 
By MARY 
A 


WEE WISDOM 29 


est Truth we know, just as a good soldier is loyal to his country and 
his flag. 

What should we do when some one mocks or jeers at us as a fol- 
lower of Christ? We should not be ashamed, but should tell that one 
the beautiful and wonderful things Christ does for us. 

But suppose we fail once—will the Father still help us? Yes. 
His love is great, and he never refuses us his sustaining help. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/J am loyal to Jesus 
Christ. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 21, 1919. 


AT THE EMPTY TOMB AND WITH THE RISEN LORD.— 
John 20:1-10; 21:15-19. 


GoLDEN TEXT—He is risen, even as he said.—Matt. 28:6. 


After Jesus was crucified, his body was taken from the cross and 
laid ina large tomb. A big stone was put before the door, and Roman 
soldiers guarded the tomb so that no one could remove the body. But 
very early on Sunday morning, three days after Jesus’ body had been 
placed in the tomb, an angel of the Lord appeared, and “‘rolled away 
the stone.” Can you imagine the surprise of those soldiers? As soon 
as they could recover from their astonishment, they hastily ran to tell 
the rulers of the land what had happened. Then came the three 
Marys, and Peter and John, to the tomb, and they, too, were puzzled 
and amazed. But the angel of the Lord told them not to be afraid, for 
Jesus was not dead, but risen. After a little time, Jesus himself ap- 
peared to these people who loved him so, and-assured them of his resur- 
rection. He appeared to Peter in the evening, and they must have had 
a very loving talk together. Peter asked for and received the forgive- 
ness he so much desired, and he was restored to his place and work 
among the disciples, and instructed by Jesus: ‘‘Feed my sheep.” 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What does the resurrection of Jesus show us? That it is pos- 
sible for God to raise us from any condition, even death itself. 
_.- Can there be any stone in our way so big that the angel of the 
Lord cannot roll it away? No. “With God all things are possible.” 
Why did Jesus forgive Peter so readily, and again give him a 
place and a work among the disciples? Because ve repented, and 
wanted to follow and serve Jesus. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Christ is risen in 
me, helping me to be loving, kind and obedient. 
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Lesson 13, DECEMBER 28, 1919. 
REVIEW: THE TRAINING OF PETER AND JOHN. 
GoLDEN TExT—Ye shall be my witnesses.—Acts 1:8. 


Today we are reviewing the training of Peter and John as dis- 
ciples. You will remember that they were both fishermen by trade, 
until Jesus called them to be “‘fishers of men.”” They were baptized 
by John the Baptist, and were men of high character. As Jesus 
journeyed around through the villages, preaching, teaching and healing 
the sick, he took his disciples with him, that they might see his works 
and continue them. Peter and John had their faults, just as others 
have. Peter was sometimes very rash in his actions, but John’s faults 
came chiefly from love of the Master, and his eagerness to be near 
Jesus in his kingdom. But Jesus was patient with them, and helped 
them, and they were transformed and prepared for the great work of 
preaching and teaching the Truth. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own words some of the lessons we may learn from 
the lives of Peter and John. 

5 What other names do we know for Peter and John? Faith and 
ve. 

What should we do when we make mistakes? We should ask 
the Father to forgive us and help us overcome them. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—‘Love never fail- 
eth.” 


Lesson |, JANUARY 4, 1920. 
PETER PREACHES AT PENTECOST.—Acts 2:14, 22-24, 32-42. 


GoLDEN TEXT—W hosoever shall call on the name of the Lord 
shall be saved.—Acts 2:21. 


In this lesson we find Peter restored to his rightful place, and 
preaching and teaching the gospel of Jesus Christ. He is teaching the 
people to repent and do good, and he explains to them the great love of 
the Father for those who repent. You see, Peter himself had sinned 
and been forgiven by Jesus, so he understands this great forgiving love, 
and how it makes one wish to do good. He could explain to these 
people the love and kindness of his Father-God, just as you can explain 
to your playmates the love and kindness of your parents. Many people 
heard Peter preach and were baptized, and: rejoiced that they had 
found this true way of living. 

. What made it easy for Peter to pun of the Se of Jesus 
Christ? He knew what a wonderful thing it was, because after he had 


‘ 
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betrayed Jesus he was forgiven, and taken again into Jesus’ confidence. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why should it be easy for us to teach the love of Jesus Christ? 
Because he has been so patient with us and shown us his forgiving love 
when we have made mistakes. 

What was Peter’s reward for seeking the forgiveness of his Lord? 
He was restored to Jesus’ confidence and trust, because he showed that 
he was sorry. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—F orgive us our debts 
as we forgive our debtors. 
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THE BRIGHT LIGHT 


HEN we awoke this morning, Jack Frost had been at work 
on the window panes, and there was a decided bite in the 
wind’s “Good morning.” The shop windows have lately 
taken on an added dressiness, and most folks are smiling. 
All of these things are signs as sure as anything, that 
| Christmas is coming along. So this noon when Curtis came 
in from school, I spoke of it. 

“Sonny,” I said, “‘for some years now I have been telling you a 
‘Christmas story. I suppose some night soon, when there’s a warm 
glow in the fireplace, we'll cuddle up and I'll tell it again, because | 
love to, but today, just for a change, suppose you tell it to me.” 

“Well,” began my son, “it is about the Christ-child who was 
born in a stable, because there was no other place. Of course they had 
a home, but they were traveling, and there was no room in the inn.” 
And so he told it to me. His choice of words was rather queer at 
times, but it was the old familiar story which my mother told to me, 
the same story which your mother has probably told to you—the 
most wonderful of all wonder stories, the story of the birthday of the 
Holy Babe. It is so beautiful that the world’s greatest painters have 
been inspired to put it on canvas. 
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It was time to go back to school before Curtis had quite finished 
his story, and he stopped with these words, “and all at once, mother, in 
the dark night, a bright light was shining.” 

After son had gone, I kept thinking of the story. I left the lunch 
dishes and went in and sat down, tailor fashion, in front of the squat, 
fat andirons, to talk it over. Talking is quite a hobby with me, 
whether there is anyone to listen or not. I have found the andirons 
splendid listeners, and they look so friendly and comfortable. I’m 
just sure they’d be agreeable, if they could talk. 

“And,” I repeated, “‘all at once in the dark night, a bright light 
was shining.” 

After that I must have dozed, for I seemed to see a picture in 
the glow of the fire on the andirons. I thought I saw a girl, walking 
in a very dark place. There were people all around, but they seemed 
to be strangers. The girl wandered on, searching for friends she had 
lost. She was very sad and despairing, when on all this darkness 
there shone a bright light. Suddenly the faces of the figures were 
revealed, and the girl gave a glad cry, for among them were the 
smiling faces of friends she had thought were lost. 

Then slowly I awoke. “Well, that’s the truth of it,” I mused 
dreamily. “‘We do not lose things. They are always right there, if 
only we remember the light.” 

As I arose and stamped my feet to wake them up, I thought, 
“That will be our Christmas message to all Wisdom’s family.” 


If ever things seem wrong or hard, or there seem shadows any- 
where around, just remember the bright light. The bright light comes 
from the Christ within, and all we need do to turn it on, is just to 
remember it and believe in it. 

“And all at once, in the dark night a bright light was shining.” 


What shall little Wisdoms do, 
When they go to bed? 

Take a thought 

That’s good and true, 


And tuck it ‘neath their head. 


Hunt for the good in all, 
Then you're sure to find 
There is a sweetness in each heart, 
A beauty in each mind. 


Sure am I of Love and Light 
When my heart is filled with right. 
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® I have been on a trip to Santa Claus land— 
Have seen him at work with his strange little hand, 
A-making of lollipops, sweetmeats and toys, 
And everything nice for good girls and boys! 


The road to this land's through a long silent tunnel, 
Through which our love flows like oil through a 


funnel, 
And fills up the caves where Santa's at work, 
While ‘round in the corners many queer elfins lurk. 
They need lots of love, I tell you they do; 
So believe what I tell you, for I know it’s true, 
That Love is material, workmen and tools— 
Hatchets, jack-knives, saws, gimlets and rules— 
With which Santa and band make all of their toys 
Which fill little children with so many joys. 
And Santa, himself, is just everyone's love, 


From East, West, North and South, below and 


above 


The place where he lives? Well, now can't you 
guess? 


Did you say in the caves of our hearts? Well, yes. 
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